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THE REFORMER OF ENGLAND.

A NEW SONG,
Tune—The Roaft Beef of Old England.

COME liften, good Folks, and a tale I'll relate;

How a Stayzmaker fain would have made himfelf great,
And from mending of ftays, took to mending the State.

Oh! the Reformer of England,

And oh! the Reformer—Tom Paine!
CHoRrvUs.

Oh! the Refortier, &ec:

This Stay-maker orice an Excifeman was nade,
Where he learn’d all the tricks that the fmugglers e’er play’d
And fome tricks of his own ;—till kick’d out of that trade.

Oh! the Reformer, &c.

Next America faw him o’erflowing with fpite,

'Gainft the fohs of Old England he'd write and he'd write,

And brandifh his goofe-quull—but ne'er chofe to fight.
Oh! the Reformer, &c:

When Peace once was fettled, he'd ftay there no more,
For peace and Tom Paine ne’er could live on oné fhoie)
ut tranfported to France made a hellith uproar.

Oh! the Reformer, &c.

Now, proteted by laws which he ftrives to o’erthirow,
At Britain he aims his unnatural blow;
And would lay all the Sons of true Liberty low.

Oh! the Reformer, &c.

Let the Jacobins take him ;—They foon will requite him,
Since riot, and rapine, and murder delight him,
But let us live in peace,—if 'twere only to fpite him.

Oh! the Reformer, &c.

Unite then, ye Britons, unite in applaufe,

'T'o the men who {tand forth for our rights and our laws,

And from runagate Traitors defend our good caufe,
Then, up with the caufe of old England,
And down with the tricks of Tom Paine,

Qur true Britifp Freedom for ages fhall ftand,

In {pite of fedition and Paine’s hellith band,

And « God Save the King" fhall refound through the land.
S0-God Save the King of old England,
And down with fedition and Paine

Furr CHoRus,
God Save the King, &c.

A 2 SONG.
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S O N G.
By Mr. PaINE.

OME, good fellows all—Confufion’s the toaft,
And fuccefs to our excellent Caufe :
As we’ve nothing to lofe, lo, nought can be loft ;
So perdition to Monarchs and Laws.

11

France fhews us the way—an example how great,
Then, like France, let us ftir up a riort;

May our names be preferved by damnable feat,
For what but a2 wretch would lie quiet!

I1I.

As we are poor roguecs, ‘tis moft certainly right,
At the doors of tne rich ones to thunder ;
Like the thieves who fet fire to a dwelling by night,
And come 1 for a fhare of the plunder.

1V.

Whcever for mifchief invents the beft plan,
Beft murders, fets fire, and knocks down,

T he thanks of our club fhall be given to that man,
And hemlock fhall form him a crown.

V.

Our empire has tow'r’d with . luftre too long,
Then blot out ¢his wonderful Sun;

Let us arm then at once, and in confidence firong,
Complete what dark Gordon begun.

V1.
But grant 2 defeat—we are hang'd, and that’s all,
/x punifhment light as a feather ;

Yet we triumph in Death, as we Catilines fall,
And go to the Devil togedier,

THE
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THE RIGHTS OF MEN.

A NEW BALLAD.

HIS World is an odd fort of place,

As, no doubt, you have often becn toid,
One and all will allow its the cale,
For 'tis known both to young and toold :
But of all the ftrange freaks and vagaries
‘Times palt had the fortune to know,
None furcly fo {trange and {o rare 1s,
As what modern wife ones can fhow.

Mankind have now jogg’d on together,
>Tis {aid, for near fix thoufand years ;
But yet they have not known cach other,
As now very plainly appears.

So {for fear we {hould ftill goon blindly)
With new Philofophical hights,

Mafter Paine and his pupils moft kindly
Have promifed to fet us to rights.

Fift Thomas declares we're all equal,

Not an atom of diff’rence between us;
That is, if you mark but the fequel,

An old maid’s as handfome as Venus.

iiach man knows as much as his neighbour,
And juft the {ame portion of brains ;

S, the {cholar maywell {pare his labour,
For what can he get by his pains?

For ftrength, or of mind, or of body,

We arc all made exa&ly the fame,

And you furcly muit pafs for a noddy

So charming a truth to difclaim.

About Nature ne’re puzzle your head,

She's an old fathion’d dame, I aflure you ;
Her caufe too fhe never can plead

With your new philofophical Jury.

Then, about Rights of Men, there’s no doubt
Mankind have done nothing but blunder ;
Such rights too at laft are found out,

That you'll ftare both your eyes out with wonder,
But beware, 1 entreat, how you doubt them,
Or thefe wife ones prefume to controul 3

For if you fhould happen to flout them,
Away goes your head”on a pole.

If you have a thoufand or hundred,

And I have but ten pounds a year;
A3 I've
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I've a right you fhould quickly be plunder'd,
Elfe how can we equal appear ?

So get what you will, ’tis in vain,

Your children will never come near it,

¥or the ftate will be at you again,

And will fwear ’tis a right they fhould fhare it,

As for Kings, they are all ufelefs lumber ;
Each man to himfelf is 3 King ;

So there {foon will be Kings out of number,
And then we fhall be quite the thing.

Each 100 has a right to produce

Frefh laws, as he thinks he may need ‘'em ;
S0 then to be fure he’s a2 goofe,

1f he does not ges plf:nry of Jreedom!

Nay, for Liberty, pleafure, or eafe,

No man has his own proper fhare on't,

If he cannot do juft what he pleafe,
Without fear of Juftice’s warrant.

T1tl25 100 are now grown out of vogue,
For, titles are badges of bsnsur :—

And where each by right is a rogue,

Of diftinéiion pray who'd be an owner?
Then as for Religion, thefe wits

Have left us in darknefs at prefent ;

Tho’ perhaps when the feafon befits,

We fhall have femething wonderous pleafant.
But of this you at leaft may be fure,

" I'will be nothing that’s found in the Bidl,
Such ftuff they can never endure,

For to them, *tis completely a Libel.

Now tell me, good people, {incerely,

Did you e’er know fo charming a {cheme ?
If our fenfes did not fee it clearly,

Pray fhould we not think it a dream ?

Search Infidels, Heathens, and Turks,
Newgate, Bedlam, again and agzain,

But, believe me, you’ll ne’er match the works
Of the pupils of wife Thomas Paine.

But for me, I thall feel fomewhat thy, -
Of equalling fuch clever fellows ;
For fear they thould raife me too high,

And bring me perchance, to the gallows !
And as for their hight, I muft own,

To accept it [ can’t be fo civil,
Since perhaps, when my bufinefs is done,
Yt may light me at laft tq the Devil |
A NEW



A NEW LOYAL SONG.

For the 1ft of January, 1793 ; the 104th Yearof
BRITAIN’s LIBERTY.

——r———————

_—_———-I_-__

OD fave great George cur king,
Long live our noble King, '
Geod fave the Kingt
Send him viltorious,
Happy and glorious,
Long to reign OVEr US,

God fave the King!

 Let that Reformer Paine
Know his vile Arts are vain ;
Britain is free!
Confound his Politics,
Fruftrate his knavith tricks,
With equal laws we mix

True Liberty.

England’s {taunch Soldiery,
Proof againlt Treachery,
| Bravely unite ;
Firm in his Country’s Caufe
His Ssvord each Hero draws

To guard our King and Laws
From facious Might.

When Infults rouze to Wars
Oazk-hearted Britith Tars

Scorn to be Slaves ;
Rang’d in our Wooden Walls
Ready, when Duty calls,

T'o {end their Cannon Balls
O'er Ocean’s Waves.

O Lord our God arife,

Scatter our Enemues,

And make them fall ;
Caufe civil Broils to ceafe,

Commerae and Trade t'increale,

With Safety, Joy, and Peace
God blefs us all!

Gracious to this fam’d Ifle,
On our lov’d Monarch {mile,
With mildeft Rays;
O let thy Light divine
On Brunfwick’s royal Line
With fadelefs Luftre {hioe ’
To lateft Days!

A 4 R '
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{4 rrve BALLADS made on you all, and fung te filthy Tunes!

FALSTAFF.
Prur csmmencer,

ToMm, the Bodice-maker :

Tothe Tune of Bow/! www! wiw!

b 2

\‘\/ HILE all was perfelt peace at home, and no one dream’t o
harm, Sir,

Ezch eniov'd his faith, his bearzh®, his work, his art, his wealth, his
farm, Sir;

As the Devil wou'd hav't! 1n {teps a reforming undertaker,

And who, plagueon tum! thou’d thisbe, but 'l oxs the Bodree-maker !

Brw! wew! wow!

Fal lal de 1ddi didds, bew ! wow ! wow !

Facz Cede, compar'd to ToM, was a {curvy, paltry planner,
_And {o was FPat the Tiler, and Kef, furnam'd the Tanner;

For =z dzuntlefs, lawiels leveller, fure To» had ne’er his fellow,
Since th’ ancient days pf bold Rebin Hoed, or the upitart Mafaniells !
Bow ! wow ! wow!

¥rom moclding fords, and bo]ﬁ'rmtr thapes, he’s turn’d to fhaping
laws, Sir,
To enlarge Old Englifh freedom, and revive the Goob oLD €AUSE,
SIf ;
Vith ftore of Nsnmcens at his beck, and many z politic raker
Vu ha hourly rﬂvf:, ¢«¢ Save us, {fweet Ton l—dear Tom the Bodice
F"En.ff

Bow! wiw! wow!

Eqoahity of itation 1s Heaven’s peculiar gif;, Sir,
Andr or Princes, Peers, and Parafites, we'll fet them all adnft,
Sir!
Of Courtiers, Couits, and Mitred Heads, why all this {enfelels
¢¢ pother ¢
Are not all. Good Fellows, Brethren ; and Peers to one another?

Bew! wow! wow!

«« New Lords with antique cuftors, they fay, can ne’er agree, Sir;
¢« With new cnes then, my jovizl fouls ! we’ll it themtoa T, Sir
¢« And for i Con{hruucn, leave e to brew and bake her,

¢ For I'm a Dog at that rare game! fays Tom the Bud:ce-maéfr.

Bow! wew! wow!
® Aras et Foces,

¢ New
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What an arrant {thame that one thould wear a fortune in his coat,

¢ Sir!

¢« 'That fome fhou’d roll in thoufands, and fome not have a groat,
t“ Sir !

s« I'll parcel out their lands, mv boys! tho’ myleil not worth an
‘¢ acre,

s¢ Or never more confide in Toy ! brave Towm the Bod ce-riaker
Bow! wew! wow !

«« Religion whiom was the caufe that fet mankind at ndds, Sir;
«« Now lawlefs Liberty’s the hoon for which w’invoke the gods, Sir'
«« For grace and {irergth t'exierminate the royal rout of Neros
« And, in their tyrant-ftead to plent 2 calendar of herees!
Bow ! wow ! wew!

¢ "Such as have hane’d, and fought, and bled, anu orawl’d for PFree-
¢« dom’s wnarter,

¢« The hardy, politic Pazuter Fobn, and dnkerflram the martyr!

« Whofe deathlels deeds and names our fors {nali fing 1n lofty
¢ {iramn-a

« With thofe of the rencgalc Peul Fonesgand the run-away Tom
«« Pame-al

B:w! cvzw! wow!

« Then charge veur glafes high, my hears while all the world.
¢¢ muft ~wonder,

«« That Mites*, iike us, thould o’er-rule Men, awe-ftriken with our
¢t thonder! -

¢« Now Treafon ftaiks abroad, let’s toaft, A glor:cus Revolut:on !

s Equality of Man and Means, and a bleffed Confistution I”

Baw ! worw ! wow !
Fal lal de iddi dvddy, bow ! wow ! wow !

S. P
24th December, 1792.

* « Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boaft;
¢¢ But fhall the digaity of Vice be loft " 'me==PoPE.

%
r’qu I AECH ,; /%f’z/ .,

PAT
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PAT RIOT.

To the Tune * Fire auay, Cafey.”

CH! my Name 1s PAT R1o7, and I'm never eafy:
For when all 1s quiet it turns my head crazy ;
Do to Kick up a dult, by my foul, I delight in—
Then to lay 1t again—/ fall 12 without Sfighting,
CHORUS.-—-—RTE{J, Yow, » 0, raid, 1iw,

Nought but Times #5pfp-turty fuit my Conftitution,
And 2li that I want s a fiug Revolution

r—_
b e

s1mdl ii’l JQ:?:.'{'I El'ld jl'l RI-LFJE'EII, I,”. f?”gl m}r ;Bffffr!,
And a long liit of Credizzrs change into Debtors.———

1 dare not be Lval, for this /s3al reafon—
My Tutsr, Tost Paivz, tells me Lovalty’s Trea/on—
Ard Priestizv, 'rv Faith, has thook to its Foundation,

% - ”~ e | *
So 1've no proipels .o Eartl Sut cierid] Damnation !

In ihis Plight I've 2 Plan—tho’ 1t’s not ripe for broaching,
Jut between you and me—"tis a little eacroaching,

B a Strece— bt of Hand—to furprife all Behoiders!?

I 1nean to take oif the KinG’s Head from his Shoulders f—

Then the Crzwn, d'ye fee, I would lay on a Shelf, Sir,
Though it fits me as if 1t were made for myfelf, Sir ;
(r00d Luck to the Sound, how. the Steeple will ring, Sir,
\When I've made Men all equal, and made myfeif King, Sir!

Yt to guard off th’ Efect of fell Lightning and Thunder,
T'nat zsgeteer fphit Churches and Steeples ofunder,

I mean 1o pull down all old erticasx Struéiures,

'Caufe PRIESTLEY [ays, ** Chapels are Heaven's Condultsrs I’

To fee Chapels from Churches, like Bheenixes, rifing,
Go:d Souls, THE DISSENTERS, wou'd deem 1t Turprifing ;
#.nd crateful to me they wou'd dzawn on their Knees too,
\Who hzte both the Church and a Chapel ;f——Eafe to0.

vow the Lands of the Church—that feed fut and lean
Prezcheors,

By their leaves, I'll beftow on the Puritan Teackers ;

Oi thois Titres, and therr Off 'rings, and Gifts, 'l bereave
e,

A3 nougit but their Stomachs and Confeiences leave "em.

P
THuEr
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Tue Law, long eftablifh’d, no /onger thall bind me!
With my FaTHER before, or my FaTuer behind :ne,
I've nmhmg to do ; then your bother pray ceafe, Sir,

I'll lay down THE LAw by & Breach of the Peace, Sir.

Thus the Law and the G \fpel I’ve taken by (torm, Sir;
Phyficians next {walluow my PIHS of Retorm, Sir;

T'll take off their ##igs, Canes, Fees, and D.c:g: €es,
And poifon the Rogues with their own Recipes!

Since the ComMons are Cyphers, the LorRDS but Nick-names,
SlI'

I mean to prorogue them all into the Thames, Sir;

And leit Folk fhou’d think 1 don’t humanely treat em

Doltor Hawes and Cork fackets at Gravefend fhall meet
’em |

T'll abolhith all TriTLES AMankind may inherit,

From tbe Fountain of Honor, Worth, Vlrtue, and Merit :
I’''m a naked Reformer, the do&rine T preach 1S e

T'o take Coats of Arms off, Shirts, ‘W.uﬁcoats , and Breeches.

"Though Age, Youth, and Beauty M{ﬁ, Mafler, and Madam,
Be decently drels’d in the garb of Old Apawm,

“T'will be nothing new ! for both hlgh and iow {ltation
Were in equal fmf fion before the Creation!

By Fafus! to think how ’twou’d tickle the Devil,

‘To fee from a Adountain all things on a Level!

For like PA1NE—he’s a PATRIOT not very nice, Sir,
And he hates all diftinétions ’tween Virtue and Vice, Sir.

Here’s long Life after Death to all hot-headed Fellows,
Who Night and Day work at the Deuil's big Belizws !
What charmmg Confufion! what fine Bntheration !
"To blow up the Coals, and exiznguifb the Nation!

‘Row, row, row, rew, row.



| ( 12 )

ir

LIFE and CHARACTER of Mr. THOMAS PAINE,
put in Metre, and :nferibed t2 the Society againft Leveilers
and Republicans.

Safe from the Bar, the Fzlpit, and the Throne,
Yet touch’d and mov’d by nidicule alone, Pors:

S — i

ICKED Tom Paine,
T hy labour’s vain,
To caufe a Revolution;
"T'were pafling {trange,
If thou could’ft change

"The Britith Conftitution.
To judge of zeal,

For public’ weal,

Men’s private lives we fcan;
Enough thy life

- Had plagued thy wife,

Denied ber Rights 1n Nun}
The ftays {o flim,

The bodice trim,

Thy fingers light difcover ;
‘When large and {mall
You fitted ali,

At Sandwich and at Dover.

Though fate unkind, ’
T'o merit blind,

Denied thee houfe and land;
Yet nature taught
The happy thought

To take all came to hand.

For laws, you fay,

\VhiCh men Obc}'r

Should by themfeives be made ;
For knaves to bring
In vogue the finng,

Would fpoil the thieving trade.
‘What though th’ Excife,
With curious eyes,

Inveftigates your flaws?

Th’ example {poke,
Beyond a joke,

T he tyranny of laws.

A fraud,
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A fraud, a theft,
Wife, country left,
We Peccadillos name ;
For pow’r or pelf,
Murder itfelf,
Can'’t thade a patriot’s fame,

Good to difpenfle, .
Should Common Senfe
With honefty be crown’d ;
You taught the way
Old debts to pay,
With fixpence in the pound.

~ By duns befet,
By catch-poles met,
You led them many a dance ;
Thy neck to fave,
*wixt wind and wave,
You got in time to France.

Then you began
~ Your Rights of Man,

T’ improve the murd’ring art 5
Lamp chords were {trung
With bodies hung.

‘And women eat the heart.

Th’ Aflembly meet,
Yoo take your feac
With Prefident and Bell ;
You’d think the damn’d
- ‘W ithin were cramm’d,
With devils broke loofe from hell,

Blood-hound Marat,
Foul-mouth’d Cara,
And fiend-like Robetfpierre,
Half-cut Chabot,
- And falfe Bnflot,
Petion, to villains-dear,

Wicked as thefs,
Tom Paine may pleafe :
Here all higidrts defpife ;
His morals vile,
. His wretched ftyle,
- His inalice, and his lies, -
. Britons, be'brave,
Let no fuch knave
Sedition’s torch fupply !
For Freedom's Caufe,
In equal laws,
Refolve to live==or dic!
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A NEW SONG-:
LIRERTY, PROPERTY—~ULD ENGLAND FOR EVER.

Tane  Hearts of Oak.”

I.

ISE up, hearts of oak, honeft Britons free born,
‘T'he arts of dengning feducers we fcorn
United and fteady in Liberty’s Caufe,
We'll ever detend botlr our King and our Laws,
Hearts of Qalk, &c.

I,

(reat George, may God blefs him, and lodg may he reign,
Our freedom and property il to maintin,

Wthout ruie 2nd order we ne’er can be free,

Arnd wiere without laws would our property be ¢

Hearts of Oak, &c,

I1L.

Wheie indulinious in bufinels ourfelves we employ,

The fmis of our lubeur vwe now can cnjoy,

Lor our chidien and wives we may lay up in flore,

Be cheeriui and happy, and what would we more ¢
tzarts of Oak, &ec.

IV-

Oid England for ever, her trade is our Yboaft,

Ovur ips fil'd with merchandize cover our coaft,

W hile our neighbours are ruin’d, their trade at a {tand,
And rapine and blood-fhed dithonour their land.

Hearts of Oak, &c.

v,

"1 hefe fons of fedition can never be quiet,

We know what they with is to ftir up a riot

But if they moleft us, we’ll lead them a dance,

And fend them to join the difturbers in France.
Hearts of Ozk, &c.

OLD
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OLD ENGLAND FOR EVER!
A N_EW SONG;

L

Tune, ¢ Heart of Oak.”
I'

COME, cheer up, my lads merry Chriftmas is here,
And I hope we fhall all have a happy new year!
Prepare your plumb-duddings, mince-pies, and ftout ale,
And may plenty and peace in Old England ne’er fail!
O ftill may our flag be with luftre unfurl’d !

Let’s cver be ready,

r

Steady, boys!—{teady!
And true to ourfelves, we defy all the world!

I1,

The King, and the State, and the Laws of the land,
The good Conftitution our forefathers plann’d,

To maintain them we all with one heart fhou'd agree,
For while they prote& us, Old England is free,

O {till may our flag, &c.
I11.

o hand of oppreflion we ever can fear,
Our laws are the fame for the peafant and peer ;
Our houfe 15 our caftle, our fire-fide our throne,
And each man in England is fure of his own.

O till may our flag, &c.

IV.

Some men muit be {tronger, forne wifer than othets ;
But good laws can unite them to live like good brothers:
For while the ftrong labour, the wife ones will think,
And then in Old England we ne'er thall want chink.

O ftill may our flag, &c.
Then
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‘Then drink to the King, and the State, and the Laws;
With one voice, with one heart, we'll {upport the good
caule ; |
To Commerce, to Trade, to the Plough, and the Sail;
And may plenty and peace in Old England ne'’=r 1l
O {ull may our flug, &7,






